STRANGE   ENCOUNTERS

He walked a good three-quarters of a mile by
my side on chief pavements, and I forbore to
tell him that he had snatched my novel out of my
mind and casT: it into the gutter three-quarters of
a mile back. He said he hoped I didn't objeft
to being accosted in the Street by a Stranger; and,
lying like anything, I said that on the contrary I
was very interested.

Then he related family differences. His father
had taken exception to his habit of giving himself
afternoons off from the manufactory in order to
Study philosophy. He had demanded from his
father a room to himself in which to improve his
knowledge and to write. His father had refused.
He had thereupon left home, determined to earn a
living by his pen. A fortnight's experience had
convinced him that he could not so soon earn a
living by his pen; and he had then returned
home. He glossed over the exaft details of the
meeting with his father. But, anyhow, the return
had had a fortunate result for him. His father,
doubtless frightened by the revelation of the
youth's adventurous disposition, had yielded on
the main point and had provided him with an
income sufficient to enable him to live away from
home in a room by himself and Study philosophy
and write.

I advised the young man to Start his literary
career in the lowbrow vein, with articles. When
I suggested that, in the matter of articles, the first
thing was to make them of the right length for
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